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hard along that ten-mile road which I had so often
walked on visits to my Weimar friends. Weimar
must be reached, for it had been Brunswick's head-
quarters, and Carl August, Duke of Weimar, had
thrown in his lot with the Prussian cause. So in the
early evening Murat's squadron of Hussars arrived in
the little Ducal town upon the Ilm, and saw the park
laid out along the river banks, and the Duke's palace
newly built in German-classic style. But as they rode
through the streets crowded with refugees, soldiers in
flight, and soldiers bleeding from wounds, they came
to a simple but substantial dwelling-house which
seemed the right sort of place for comfortable billets.
Accordingly sixteen Alsatian Hussars quartered them-
selves there. It was Goethe's house.

The poet was then fifty-seven.   After his return from
Italy in 1788, he had lost something of his zest for life
and poetry.   His passionate friendship with Charlotte
von Stein had cooled, owing partly to misunderstand-
ing, partly to the presence in his house of the beautiful
young girl, Christiane Vulpius, as his mistress and the
mother of his son.   He had devoted himself mainly to
the study of Optics and Botany, and it was only
after some years that Schiller's friendship aroused him,
as he said, from " the charnel house of science ".   But
Schiller had died the year before the French invasion.
Herder too was dead, and the dreariness of late middle-
age fell heavily upon a poet seldom now stirred by
passion or poetic fervour.   To the world he was still
known only as the author of Werther, and at nearly
sixty to live upon fame won at twenty-five may well be
bitter.   It is true he had published Faust, a Fragment,
in 1790, and had been adding bits to it from time to
time, as his unfortunate manner was.   He had written
Wilhelm Meistefs Apprenticeship, many exquisite lyrics,